Preface 


When President John F. Kennedy was killed in Dallas, Texas, 
on November 22, 1963, I was liquidating a promising poultry farm 
that had been ruined by low-flying helicopters. I had filed one 
suit for the damages we suffered and in winning a small award 
established a new legal principle, that the property owner owns 
the air space above his property to the height required to enjoy 
his Constitutional right to own property. When even the 
secretary of defense could not end the harassment by helicopter 
directed his general counsel to look out for our intex'ests and 
to negotiate a settlement with us for subsequent damage. It was 
pursuant to this agreement that X was engaged in an orderly 
liquidation of what I, along with many other soldiers in World 
War II had dreamed of; being free and independent by becoming a 
farmer . 

What does one do when in middle age he has to make a new 
start? I decided to return to writing. I got an agent and was 
researching a book in which I hoped to do with noise what Rachel 
Carson did with chemicals; alert the country to the great 
suffering and damage from noise. Then the President was 
assassinated on the streets of a modern American city, and I -- 
like most Americans — spent every minute possible before the 



